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-BARTON, VERMONT, MONDAY, MARCH 10, 1873.

NO. 10.

r-\‘l;\rl';ls'l_q I)III'ECTOIcI.c
GROUT & BALDWIN, '
ORNEYS, COUNRELORS & t_tm.u_zmw._

V. W, Grour F. W. Barowix,

Barton, Vi,

. V. PERCIVAIL,
EALER IN FURNITURE, COFFINS & CASKETS
44 Water 8t., Barton, VL

L. H. THOMP=SON,
PMTORNEY, COUNSELLOR AND SOLICITOR

Also Bounty and Pension Agent, Trasburgh, Vi |

L B, WOOD, M.
3N WRITER, Signs, Banners, Ornamentdl Pwint-
Ing and Designing.
nsn Bigns a specialty,
Burton, Yermong

J. B, CASSIDY,
AVING AND HAIR DRESSING. Special atten-

von pald to coting Iadies' and children's hair,
on, VL 41

DAVID GILLIN,
EALKER IN HARNESSES, blankets, whips, carry
aomba, ke, Harton Landing, Vi

A. D, MASSEY,
TICAL MASON, .
) Coventry, Voermont.,

AL
J, F. WRIGHT,
Wyslcian and Surgeon, Office at his residence,

33-1 Barton Landing, YL

DR. 0. A, BEMIN,
OMBOPATHIC PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON
‘ In Craftsbury, Yermont,

“W. B, CRITCHETT,
AVINTERL & GLAZIER. Gralning. Whitewashing
el Paper Hanging done in the best style and
Motion gunranteed.  Ovders solieited,
Bast Albany. Vi,

J. J. HILL,
IIESROR TO F. P. CHENEY, will continue to
goll 8 Large Varloty of Sewing and Knitting Ma-
Oplars solleited.  Barton, Vi,

s,

CUTLER & GOSN,

AXUFACTURERE of Carringes nnd Sleighs,
i & Gireanaboro, Vi,

T OMISS AL J. CUTLER,

ILLINERY, DRESS MAKING audpaiterarooms,
I. Barton, Vi.

E,. G. STEVENN,
URGEON DESNTIST Barton Landing, Vit

M. J. SMITIT,
ROPRIFKTOR of the Orleans County Marble Works

Fomelzn and Ameriean Marble, Gravestones
inmants, &a.

J. N. WEBSTER,
IRE INSURANCE AGENT,
Rarton, Verm mb,
J. N. WEBSTER,
B HOTOGRAPHER., Denler in Blareoscoyies, Views,
oval, square, and rustieBrames of all kinds.

FRED. 1. MORSY,

AINTHIL  Painting, Glazing, Graininge, White-

vashing and Paper:Hanging, Al work done in
bost siyle and snisfaction guarantecd, Snws filed
rdor,

PDALL & ROBINSON,
TPORNEYS nnd Counselors at Law, Barton, Vi
aRD. ¥ DALE I, B, BOBIXAON

J. Tee WOODBMAN,
MALER TN BOOTS, SHOES, and findings ofthe
bt lcind aod gquality.  ored eheap for eash

yre over A. & J. L. Twombly's, 2

A. (. ROBINSON,

rHOLESALE denlor In Flour, Grain, W. 1. Goods,
V It rles, Lime, Plaster, Oil, Fish, Salt, Iron,
a. &o., Depot Blore, Barton Vt,

ool, Ninlls,
W. W. EATON,
TTORNEY AT LAW and Solicitor in Chaneory.
Will attend courts in Orlenns sl Caledonin
wuntles,  Prompt atténtion given to ocollections.—
recnaborse, Vi,

MARTIN ARBBOTT.
AEELWRIGHT, Cocringe Maker and General
Job Workor. Open and Top Boggies, and va
us stylos of carringes always on hand, Glover Vit

J. E. DWINELL.
ANUFACTURER and dlealer in Furpiture ofall
kinds und deseriptions, Oarpets, Room Paper
rlalns and fixtnres, slvo Qoffins and Cnskets, Ploture
mos, Spring Boda &c. Glover Vt

EW GOODS!

The subseribor has just opened a fresh lot of

MILLINERY
AND

Goods.,

aluding all the latest stylos from Xew York and Bos-
u: such as, Neopolitan, Straw, Chip Cnetus.
gndowns and Linen hatsy, Bonnets of every
tvle, Flowers, Ribbons, Laces, I-.tls_r.ltlpu,
'Hkul Collars and n variety of Fancy s 0ods.
Lillinery and .

DRESS MAKING

done at our tooms by
ExrERIENCED WORKMEN.

Ihave made arrangements to recelve goods from New
York and Boston .

IM"aancy

ICVEIRY WEEREK
ninil ean give our cuslomers
THE LATEST STYLE
AND

LOWEST KARKET PRICES.

Thanking the poblie for their past Mvors, 1 Tlﬂlll! to
rocelve my shiare of your futare patronage,

MRS, N. M. JEWELL.
18

-

Barton. Vi, May 6th, 1874,

.A.- J. CUTLER’S

MILLINERY

Pattern Rooms,

SRINNER & DREW'S BLOCK, BARTON,
(Over tho Post Ofice)

EATHAN'S BLOOK, NEWPORT,
(Formerly “Farmer” Ofioe.)

1 now present for the inspection of the Ladies 1y fall
seleotiom of

Autwmn and Winter Millinery Goods

wnidl by wone,  While our many faollitios for pur-
wing ot the lowest rates, ennbles ua to dispose of our
Imtivetiso stock ot the LOWEST CASH PRICES,

I WOULID INVITE SPECIAL ATTENTION

to the brunch of

RROADWAY, NEW YOREK,

The great incrense of the patiern. business-sines  tho |
niroduetion of TRIMMED FATTEERS, bas i to the | any old stage-horse.
d ! In every part of thes
Bich enabiles the Indies in the country
Faeh
“1 i an envelope stamped with & plate

aslahtinliment

of Joml  ngencios
Toited

IEY
As wedl nstl ¥ o minke thelr own selootions.
poablerm s

of the garmnent whes completed,

SrpsorieTioNs Recriven FOR

B!Mﬂ_;l_i!}'l_"s. |l};ﬂ|’“ﬂ£0 ABATINE,

e et Hion Mogusine

Laullos axe lgvited to

(all & FEramine the Coods,

Barton, Vi, Ot 25, [472,

| ON RECEIVING AN EAGLE’S QUILL

FROM LAKE SUPERIOR.
| s

BY JOHN G. WIITTIER.

|

All day the darkness and the cold
Upon my heart have lain,

| Like shadows on the winter sky,

| Like frost upon the paue;

| But now my torpid’ fancy wakes,
And, on thy Eagle’s plume,

Rides forth, like Sinbad on his bird,
Or witch upon her broom !

! Below me roar the rocking pines,
| Before me spreads the lake,

Whose long and solemn-scunding waves
Against the sunset break.

I hear the wild Rice-Eater thresh

" The grain he has not sown ;

I see, with flashing scythe.of fire
The prairie harvest mown .

I Near tHe far-off “voyuger's horn ;
I see the Yankee's trail—

His foot on every mountainspass,
On every stream his sail.

By forest, lake and water-fall
I see his peddler show ;

The mighty mingling with the mean,
The lofty with the low.

He's whittling by St. Mary's Falls,
Upon his loaded wain ;

He's measuring o'er the Pictured Rocks,
With eager eyes of gain.

I hear the mattock in the mine,
The ax-stroke in the dell,

The clamor from the Indian lodge,
The Jesuit chapel bell !

I see the swarthy trappers come
From Mississippi’s springs;

And war-chiefs with their painted brows
And crests of eagle wings.

Behind the scared squaw’s hirch capoe,
‘The steamer smakes-wid raves ;

And city lots are staked for sale
Ahove old Indian graves.

I hear the tread of pioneers
Of nations yet to be;

The first low wash of waves, where soon
Shall roll a human sea

The rudiments of empire here
Are plastic yet and warm ;

The chaos of a mighty world
Is ronnding into form !

Each rude and jostling fragment soon
[ts fitting place shall find—

The raw material for a State,
[ts musele and its mind !

And, westering still, the star that leads
The New World in its train

Has tipped with fire the icy spears
Of many a mountain chain.

The snowy cones of Ogegon = 7
Are kindling on its vays

And California’s golden sands
(ileam brighter in'its ray :

Then, blessings on thy cagle’s quill,
As wandering far and wide,

I thank thee for this twilight dream
And Fancy'sairy ride !

Yet, welcomer than regal plumes,
Which W estern trappers find,

Thy free and pleasant thoughts. chance-

sOWD,

Like feathers on the wind.

Thy symbol be the mountain-bird,
Whose glistening quill I hold;

Thy home the ample air of hope,
And memory’s sunset gold!

In thee, let joy with duty join,
And strength unite with loye,
The eagle’s pinions folding “round
The warm heart of the dove !
S0, when in darkness sleeps the vale
Where still the blind bird clings,
The sunshine of the upper sky
Shall glitter on thy wings !

Wiar Boys KNxow Amour Giris.—
And now cometh a writer—he didn’t say
his article was a composition, who tells
us considerable truth and gives his un-
biased opinion as to what boys think
about girls. Wge are inclined to think
wlga& boys don't kmew isu’t worth know-
ing: but to the article in question. Our
author says that girls are the most un-
accountablest things in the world—ex-
cept women  Like the wicked flea,
when you have them they ain’t there.
I ean cipher clean over to improper frac-
tions, and the teacher says | do it first
rate ; but I can’t cipher out a girl, prop-
er or improper, and you can’t either.
The only rule in arithmetic that hits
this case is the dounble rule of two.
They are as fyll of the old Nick agtheir
skitie'dan Hold, 20d they" would  die if
they couldn’t torment somebody. When
they try to be mean they are as mean as
pusley, though they ain’t as mean as
they let on except sometimes, and then

in America |

they are a good deal meaner. The only
way to get along with a girl when she
comes at you with her nonsense, is to
give it to her tit for tat, and that will
flummux her, and when you get a Firl
flummuxed she jsjas) pige As) Afvey | pif
| A girl can sow more wild oats in a day
fhad A boy cnf sow in a year, but girls
get their wild oats sowed in a while.
while boys never do. and then they set-
| tle down as placid as a mudpuddle.

jut I like girls first-rate, and | guess

| the boys all do.

L don’t care how many

tricks they play on me—and they doun't
WK, DENORBSTS EMPORIVE OF-pAsiioy, |[Sithers | The baitytaitsistgisiossntheil | bocn doing?2”
B LA e ' N By-and-by i
| they will go into the traces, with some-

over like a glass of soda.

| of them.
will pay for i

| tons and tryin
of the fellow they

and ten chances to one they don’t get the | Horace, pausing before the whispering

| worst of it,

At a recent meeting of the principal
lumbernien of Maiue, it was .cstimiated
that there will be 40,000,000 feet less

logs cut in that state than lust year.

star ™’

"; The family consisted of the Hon. Hor-

All in the Dark.

“Yes, I will propose,” said Mr. Pat-
terson Conklin. “She expects me to, of
course, and last night she gave me a
pretty strong hint. When she sang,
‘Why don't the Men Propose, Mamma,’
[ am very certain that I caught her eye.
Yes, and there was an interrogation point
in her very glance. She expects it, she
| has a right to expect it, and F'll do it !”

Mr. Conklin baving delivered himself
thus, put on his coat and hat, and tak-
ing his cane under his arm sallied out
into the street.

Mr. Patterson Conklin was a bachelor
of forty-five. He was naturally predis-
posed to matrimony, and had just been
on the point of committing it twenty-
times in as many years. There had been
but one trouble—he could never bring
He had courted
more fuir damsels than he hbad fingers
and toes, and he had lost them all, mere-
ly because he couldn’t or wouldn't ask
them to name the day.

Now Mr. Conklin had been in love at
least twenty tinies, and yet he remained
unmarried. If you had asked him why
| is this, he would have answered you as
follows 1,

“himself to propose.

“Every true lover has these little loves
before the great one comes ; they are like
those pretty pieces of carved wood which
Columbus found floating in the Atlantic,
forerunners and signs that be was draw-
ing near his great goal and approaching
the end of his wanderings across the
Now I have reached the goal.
The great love aforesaid has arrived. The
lady upon whom I lavish this great love
is imost heautiful, and her name is, Min-
nie Clelland. To-might I shall lay wnry
heart and fortune at her feet.”

This pretty little story about every
true lover’s little loves foretelling the
greater one was not original with Mr.
Conklin. He had found it in a novel
that he had picked up one night over to
Minnie’s.

ogean.

pursue his way, we will, if you please,

|
But leaving Mr. Patterson Conklin to

larly as being a politician, it was some-
thing that he had hardly ever done be-
fore. P

“He is really haudsome,” said Min-
nie, “notwithstanding his age.”

“Age! my dear, he is right in the
prime of life.”

Billy Montgomery began to feel like
an infant. Poor fellow he was only
twenty-five. What made him feel worse
was the fact that the Hon. Horace would
not seem conscious of his presence at all,
would not recognize the fact that must
have been palpable to any one else, that
he was madly in love with the fair Min-
nie, though the dear creature did tease
him terribly. And now he was talking
about her marrying another man, a man
old enough to be her father, as coolly
and calmly as if there wasn’t such a
thing as a heart in the world. Was ev-
er a young and ardent lover in a worse
situation ? I think not; that is if you
will be kind enough to except Leander
that time when he didn’t swim the Hell-
espont.

“Well, never mind his age,” eried
Minnic; “he's really a nice gentleman,
and he’s very wealthy. Ialways thought
I should like to be an old man’s darling "

“But he hasn’t prol;osed." said Miss
Clelland, rising and leaving the room.

“And I pray that he never may!”
groaned Billy.

“Upon my word, I believe Aunt Mi-
nerva is jealous,”” laughed Minnie.

~Pshaw 1"’ cried the Honorable Hor-
ace. *I believe I'll take a walk. Will
you go, Minnie ?"

“No thank you: I'll wait for my lov-
er.””  I'he honorable gentleman went out

Mrs. Clelland stole
out into the garden, and Billy and Min-
nie were left alone.

(), Minnie, how could you talk so ?”

“Pshaw ! Billy, I didn’t mean any-
thing, or, if I did, my meaning was so
deep that you could not discover it.—
Don’t you think I'm deep, Billy?”

“You're a provoking little witch,”
said he, with a melancholy smile.

“AmI? Well, then I'll try to be

smiling benignly.

run on before, and take a glance at the
family of which his lady-love, the beau- |

| tiful Minnie, was the “bright particular |

ace Clelland, M. C., a very soft-spoken,
sweel-tempered, rouud-be 2l gantloman

over whose shining bald head fifty sum-
mers had bloomed and faded ; Mrs, Clel- |
land, a small black-eyed woman of forty,
who honéred her liishand; and believed
that his was the most towering and gi-
gantic intellect that the world had ever
seen, notwithstanding the fact that

Jobbs, the editor of the opposite paper,
persisted in calling him “an idiot,” *a

body they like, and pull as steady as | mairy yon.”
Ihat is the beauty
So let them wave, 1 say ; they
7/, sewing on but-

#8 o decent man | pight happen.”
ave spliced on to,

bag of wind,” “a cat’s paw for the par-
ty leaders,” and other choice names too
numerous to mention. Mrs. Clelland
was slow to anger, but if she could have
fixad her hands in -Bobb’shair only ince,
his next editorial would have been writ-
ten in pain and anguish, without a scalp
to hide his emotions,

The other members of the family were
Minerva, a maiden lady of forty-two, a
sister of the Hon. Horace, and Minme,
the daughter, a sweet little creature, who
had drank the sunshine of twenty sum-
mers till it bloomed in her cheeks, just
as ghe old_port- her father bad drank
bloomed in Kis Hose* »

¥'pon this particular evening the fam-
ily were gathered in an upper room, dig-
nified by the name of “Mr. Clelland’s
study.”

The honorable gentleman him-
self was pacing the room, with one bhand
behind him, reading the evening paper

aloud. Mrs. C. was listening with rapt
attention to the mellow voice of her hus-
band, the only music in which she took
delight; Miss Clelland was knitting and
occasionally cast a glance toward Mr.
Billy Montgomery; who w_:alﬁ eeated by
the window with Minnie, 'whi-spei*ing soft
nonsense in her ear, us he held her little
hand in his.

[ rather expected that Mr. Counklin
would call this evening.” said Mr. Clel
land, laying down his paper.

0, 1 hope he will ! eried Minnie —
“And if he asks me to sing, 1'll repeat
the dose 1 gave him last evening. Did
you notice how he blushed when 1 sang
‘Why don’t the Men Propose 2"

“And if he should propose ?"" queried
the Hon. Horace,

I should accept, of course,” answer-
ed Minnie *I never had a proposal in
my life, and 1 am going to take the first
offer.™

~Never had a proposal 2 whi.ﬁpered
the young gentleman in the window-scat.

«No, Billy.”

“Then what the duce,

what have 1

| “Well, 1 don’t know, Billy, I'm sure.

| 1 only know you haven’t asked mie to

| “But 1 am not quite ready.”

i But yousce I am, and 1 don't be-
lieve in leng engagements. Something

“1 think my dear,” said the Hounorable

| pair, “if your first offer comes from Mr.
| Patterson Conklin, you will do exceed-

good. Come, let us go down stairs, and
I'll sing you a song commencing :
“Thee have 1 loved dearly ;
Yes, madly, sincerely. &e., &cu’

And when that song is finished I am
going to send yon home, for 1 have got

fourteen letters to write, of four pages
and a postscript ‘eacnh. Uome.

Half an hour later Mr. Conklin ar-
rived at the Clelland mansion. He had
been a long time on the way, for in the
first place his courage had all oozed out
at his fingers' euds, so he had to take a
long walk and talk to himself like a fa-
ther to rouse it once more. Now he felt
that he could face anything, so he rang
the bell.

“Pshaw !"” said he, the door is open.
I'll walk right in. What ? the gas not
lighted ? well, perhaps I'll find Min in
the drawing-room alone, and if T do—"

But just at this moment Mr. Couklin,
who had groped his way in the darkness,
through the hall, canght his foot ina
rug and stumbled headlong into the mid-
dle of the drawing-room.

“0h " sereamed a female voice.

“Why the duce don't you light the
gas 7" growled Mr. Conklin ; and then
remembering where he was: “I beg par-
don, Miss Clelland. It ¢s Miss Clell-
and 7

«Yes.”

Mr. Conklin strggered to his feet and
advanced to the sofa where she was sit-
ting.

*Are you alone ? asked he.”

*Yes, Mr. Conklin.”

“You tremble, darling,” he said, as
he took her hand and seated himself be-
side her. *“*And—hang it, Miss Clelland,
but I believe I do, too! And yet, my
dear, this is the happiest moment of my
life.”

She sighed.

+Miuonie, dearest, I love you.”

She fell into his arms.

“[s that love reciprocated ?
Patterson if it is.

() Patterson !”

“You love no other man 2"

“You are the first that e'er 1 sighed
for.” :

“Oh, blissful momeut !

“How divinely sweet
Is the pure joy when kindred spirits meets™

“You haven't kissed me, Patterson,”
she whispered.

Then their Hpé met.

“Nectar ! exclaimed Mr.
repeating the operation.

“Deo you know darling, that that song
last night, *Why don’t the men propose,”
was what roused me?

Call me

Conklin,

I might have
gone courting you for an age and never
have proposed but for that.”

“And to think that I did not know
you was vourting me,” she said.

“Didn’t know it 7"

«] wasn't certain.- To be sure, you
sometimes looked unutterable things ;
but you men are such gay deceivers—"'

<0, darling ! did you think that I
could deceive you 7"

And they kissed again _

“But say, dearest, that you -will be

know I am old enongh to be your fath-

ingly well to accept.”  And Mr. Clell-
and resumed his walk, with a consecious-
ness of having done his duty in thus
openly expressing his opinion, particu-

er, but what of that 7 1 will be your
husband. father and lover all in one.—

, You will be mine 7"
I @ will; I am thine, ouly thive.”

mine, my own darling little wife. 1|

Butat that moment footsteps were
heard in the hall.

"Lgr,is Mr. Clelland.  Let me sit fur-
ther off.”” whispered Patterson ; but she
only clung the closer.

“What! all in the_dark 2" cried the
honorable gentleman advaneing into the
drawing-room.

Mr. Conklin hardly dared to breathe,
and the dear creature still clung to him
as doss the ivy to the oak.

Mz. Clelland struck a match and the
next instant a broad flame spurted from
the gas jet and flooded the whole room
with light.

*What do [ see 7" exclaimed the Hon-
orable Horace, fixing his eyes upon Mr.
Conklin and the maiden by his side.

«Ho you give your consent ?” stam-
mered Patterson, blinking in the gas
light ?

“My consent ! Dunder and blitzen !
yes, dash it! yes, yes, take her—take
her! and go to Hades—whew ! what an
infernal old fool I have been!” and the
honorable gentleman threw himself into
a chair and groaned aloud.

Mr. Patterson Conklin couldn’t un.
derstand this at all. He didn’t think
it either proper or becoming for an M.
C.  What! take his daughter, the beau-
tiful little darling, and go to the bad
place! No, he wouldn’t do anything of
the sort ; he would wear her in his heart's
core.

He waited for Mr. Clellan to explain,
but he only groaned. Then he turned
to Minnie

“Angels and ministers of grace defend
us ! he screamed, springiug half way
“Is not this something
more than fantasy ? 'Twas Minnie that
I loved ; but by heaven, I've been mak-
ing love to hieraunt ! and he sank into
a chair quite overcome with emotion.

But just at that moment Minnie walk-
ed into the rocm, leaning on Billy Mont-
gomery’s arm.

“Father,” said she. I told you to-
night that [ should accept the first man
who dared make a proposal of marriage

across the room.

to me. This is the man who dared.”

“Bless you, my children,” said the
Hon. Horace. Then he cast a withering
glance at atterson and another at Aunt
Minerva and hurridly left the room.

The happy couple followed him, leav-
ing Patterson and the tear-stained Mi-

nerva alone.
“This 1o au infernal had affain? mut-

| tered that gentleman, taking his hands

out of his hair.

She tried to speak but could not.

“I've made a fool of myself,” said
Patterson.

“Yes ; but you would make a greater
fool of yourself by marrying that little
chit of a girl,” sobbed Minerva.”

“Egad ! 1 don’t know but what you
are right.”

“I'm su-su-sure of it.”

Patterson came back and sat down be-
side her. DPresently he stole one arm
around her waist.

«Will you have me now 2”

« don't know. O, Patterson! You
have nearly broken my heart,” she sob-
bed.

“Can’t you forgive me, darling?"’ and
he kissed her.

“Do you love me as well as you said
you did, when—when you thought I was
some one else ?”

“Why, 1 think I can learn to.”

“Well, then I gness you may learn,”
said she, throwing herself upon his bo-
som.

I left just then; but in conclusion I
am happy to inform the reader that
whether Patterson ever learned to love
Minerva or not, I am sure of one thing,
that about two months after that mem-
orable evening there was a double wed-
ding at the Honorable Horace Clelland’s
house, and Mr. Patterson Conklin and
Mr. Billy Montgomery were the happy
bridegrooms ; and I don't believe that
the former has ever regretted making
his marriage proposal ‘«all in the dark.”

A Maexiricext Ecowo.—Up in the

| Lehigh Valley there 1= a hotel keeper

who has a mountain about a quarter of
a mile from the house, and it occurred
to him that it would be a good idea if
he could fix things so that a magnificent
echo could be heard from the mountain
by persons who stood.at the hotel and
hallooed. So he engaged a boy to se-

with orders to repeat the words of any
one talking on the roof of the hotel. Af-
ter practising a while to make sure, the
landlord announced one day his discov-
ery of the echo, and took up a lot of peo-
ple to enjoy it. They called for half an
hour, but no echo responded. At last,
when the landlérd had becole erimson
with rage. and was about to give in, the
eolo came, but not in the shape expect-
ed. It said: * Been down to the spring
for mother’; fire away now. I'm all
right "  The guests smiled, and mine
host suddenly disappeared. 1t is danger-
ous Now to mention the word * ccho™ at
that hotel.

The steamship Indiana, the third
steamer of the Philadelphia and Liver-
pool line, has been fora month ready
for launching. which has been prevcntfed
| by the ice in the Delaware river. The
steamer Pennsylvania, the pioneer of the
| line, will muke u trizl trip early in

I April.

{ to his room.

crete himself behind 2 clump of trees, |

For the Monitor.
SECRET.

BY W. IL

MY

W.

I was born among the green hills of
Vermont, but when quite young my par-
ents removed to Canada where my young-
er days were spent. My parents were poor
and, realizing the fact, I grew up with
a sort of feeling of inferiority to those
around me. I never mingled in the gay
gatherings of my schoolmates and neigh-
bors, from an indefinite idea that I, with
my coarse clothes and awkward manners,
would be looked upon as a sort of intru-
der, as well as from a fear that I might
be made the butt for their jokes, from
which, with my sensitiveness, I shrank
with an instinctive feeling of dread.

When eighteen years of age, 1 went
to a wncighboring village to “learn a
trade.” I engaged to serve three vears
but at the end of two years my health
failed, and I was compelled to return to
the farm. About this time I made the
acquaintance of a young lady who, in
every respect, accorded with my 1dea of
perfection in woman, and as every one
must, sooner or later, I immediately pro-
ceeded to fall in love. Mine was no
idle passion, fading at the first pretty
face I beheld, but that fond, abiding
love which springs from a feeling of true
respect and admiration for one who pos-
sessed sterling qualities of a mental and
moral nature. Nettie was intelligent,
well educated kind-hearted and good in
every sense of the word, and of her lov-
ing, self-sacrificing nature the sequel af-
fords amiple proof.

The feeling of affection was recipro-
cated, and ere long she was my promised
bride. But here comes in what has ever
appeared to me a mystery which has but
one solution—that it was so ordered by
an over-ruling Providence. 1 shrank in-
stinctively from letting my parents know
anything of my engagement, and thus a
year passed by and 1 became twenty-one
years of age. I now felt that [ was free
to act as I chose, but still an intuitive
impulse forbade me to disclose the facts
to my parents who remained ignorant
that I ever had any such acquaintance
as Miss P.  Although I made my fath-
er's house my home,—indeed, I hired
and managed his farm,—yet I came and

went when I pleased and no questions
Wwol USnTal.

We were quietly and privately marri-
ed, and I provided a home for my wife
in the village of M. 1 have often won-
dered why the facts of the case were not
discovered, but now, as 1 look back I
can see the ruling hand of Providence in
it all.

Nettie's parents were dead, but she
had a brother who was in business at the
village, and who persuaded me to invest
with him a small sum which had been
left me by a relative, and of which I ob-
tained control on attaining my majority,
adding to the firm name that convenient
suffix, “& Co.” His advertisement an-
nounced that “having associated with
him Mr of Boston, thereby com-
bining an increase of skill and business
tact with an increase of capital, he was
prepared to supply his customers at the
lowest possible rates,” &ec., and that was
all the introduction I had to the people
in the vieinity, for, by the same interpo-
sition of Providence which I have before
referred to, I made scarcely any acquaint-
ances there. I had unlimited confidence
in George's ability and integrity, and
contented myself with managing my farm
at home, making oceasional visits to M.,
and, with a vague, undefined dread, de-
laying the disclosure of my real position
to my parents and friends at home. It
so happens that there is little travel on
business or otherwise between M. and B,
where my parents were, yet this alone
would not account for the success of my
instinct-directed secrecy.

In May following my marriage in Sep-
tember, I received a letter from George
one day, saying that he was in trouble,
and entreated me to lose no time in com-
ing to him. The first person [ saw was
Nettie, and I instantly realized from her
face that some terrible thing had occur-
red. In answer to my hasty inquiry for
(Gieorge, she burst into tears and pointed
I found him sitting with
his face buried in his hands. He did
not move or stir until T spoke, when he
sprang to his feet exclaiming, **We are
beggars, and I am ruined,—hopelessly
ruined,” and then he sank, groaning in-
to hig chair. By little and little { drew
from him the facts. While a clerk in a
store, he had formed a habit of gaming.
which had threateved his ruin.  He saw
his danger, and upon venturing into bus-
A few
weeks ago, when in Montreal making se-
| lections of a spring stock of goods, he
had been entrapped by sharpers. who
had suceceded in stripping him of his
last dollar. Goaded on by remorse and
despair, he had forged a note which he
had found ne difficulty in getting "dis-
counted at the bank, as he was well
known in the city. [Lured on by a wild,
vain hope that he might win back what
| he had lost, he again sought the gam-
| blers, and was again mercilessly fleeced.
| His next step was to make his purchases
on eredit, which he found no difficulty

iness for Eimself he reformed.

to pay, and nearly always bought for
ready cash.

“Another week, and the note will be
presented for payment, and then I am
ruined. We have no money, and the
whole stock of goods if sold at auction,
would not pay the note,” said he. “Oh,
what shall T do; what can I do!”

I instantly comprehended the case,
and a plan of action suggested itself to
my mind. I eould easily disappear from
the scene. He could give out that I
had pretended to procure the note, claim-
g that it was for borrowed money which
I had had from the firm, and which I
had probably pocketed, together with
what further funds were in the safe, and
made off. George could compromise with
the creditors in such a way as to protect
me from pursuit, and in a few years the
affair would all blow over, and I could
return, and let the truth be known with-
out imperiling George, and at the same
time cleaning myself from all taint of
dishonor. My parents need know noth-
ing of this, and so suffer no uneasiness
on account of it.

Nettie. brave, noble self-sacrificing
soul, consented to this arrangement, a
lawyer was called in, a contract setting
forth the facts in their true light was
drawn up and signed by George, wit-
nessed by Nettic and the lawyer, to
whom I intrusted the care of my inter-
ests in the matter, and departed.

This contract I carry with me, so that
in case of any accident my innocence
may be proven, and my brave little wife
be cleared from the burden of another's
crime.

My parents were somewhat surprised
when I suddenly left my business at
home, disposing of my property at a sac-
rifice, and engaging again at my trade,
but they only laid it to a freak of that
eccentricity which they give me credit
for. For obvious reasons I have dis-
guised names and places, but at some
day they shall be made public, and I
shall return to my wife with not only a
clean conscience but a clear fame for
honor and integrity.

A NONDESCRIPT.

A Strange Animal Running Wild in
Tennessee—Superstitious Fright of the
People—An Escape

The people of Joneshoro, Tenn., are
in a turmoil of terror over the appear-

RO u‘ o rnqrrnl ond wandawful animal

which is depredating the State. A gen-
tleman recently from Shelton Laurel
district of North Carolina, some forty
miles from this place, informs us that
the people of that <“densely thicketed”
country are greatly excited in regard to
the appearance, upon several different
occasions, and in several different places,
of a huge mountain monster, the spe-
cies of which is unknown. Mr. George
Anderson, one of the gentlemen residing
in the Laurel country, being one of the
persons who saw the monster, also fur-
nishes us with the following description
of it. I was out in the jungle hunting
up some lost hgs, when all of a sudden
there came into my path a beast, theap-
pearanee-of which, I must confess, caus-
ed me to quake for the first time in many
years. Aside from its strange and un-
usual appearance, the unearthly yell it
uttered on perceiving me, which rever-
berated and re-reverberated through the
forest, was enough to shake the senses
of the most daring adventurer. The an-
imal was some hundred yards distant
from we, and appeared to be a huge
black bear with mane and head like a
lion, but had horns like an elk upon it.
Its tail was long and bushy, with dark
and light rings around it to its very ex-
tremity. [Its eyes glared like a pan-
ther's, and its size was that of an ordi-
nary ox, but somewhat longer. Just
previous to its making its appearance 1
had shot off my gun at a squirrel, and
felt little prepared to meet such a fero-
cious beast without any weapon of de-
fence. | immediately set about reload-
ing my rifle, but had scarcely begun,
when it started towards me. 1 retreat-
ed m as good order as possible, and must
say I did some good running—not look-
ing back until I had reached an open
spot—when I found the animal had dis-
appeared in the laurel thicket. This 1s
no story, Mr. Editor, gotten up to scare
naughty children. I am mnot the only
one who has seen the monster; several
have seen it since I did; and as sheep
and calves are lately missing, it is pre-
sumed to be a carnivarous beast. Many
have fortified their homes to prevent a
night attack from the strange monster,
the like of which was never seen in these
mountains before.  Some think it has
escaped from some rambling menagerie,
while others superstitiously think it is
seut to warn people of some approaching
danger.”

An attendant at Mount Vernon mnot
long since observed a lady weeping most
bitterly, with her handkerchief to her
eyes. Going up to ker, he said: **Are
you in trouble, madam ?”’ <«No, sir,”
she sobbed. “lsaw you weeping,” he
added. «Ah,” she said, “how can one
help weeping at the grave of the Father
of the Country "' +Oh, indeed, mad-
am,” said be, “that’s it. Well, the
tomb is over yonder. This is the ice-
house.”

in doing, as he had always been prompt? ;\ﬁj_ict,ions'::hu'if‘gr the soul.

A LITTLE ROMANCE.

On a certain day in 1853 a. young
man whose noticeable points were a fash-
ionable coat, an exceedingly high hat,
pantaloons with wide checks, and a large
watch chain at the end of which dan-
gled a seal, walked into a large hard-
ware store in Boston and asked for em-
ployment. Mr. Peter Butler, one of
the proprietors, asked if he had ever
worked at the business. He had not.
What had he been doing? Studying
law at Cambridge. Where did he be-
long? His friends lived in Maryland.
The firm was not in need of help, and
the services of the applicant were civilly
declined. On the following day he ad-
dressed a note to Mr. Butler, saying that
he feared he had not made himself ful-
ly understood, and would call again on
the morrow and explain further. At
the second interview he said that he had
graduated at Harvard University, and
commenced reading law ;. that be had
become acquainted with a young lady in
Cambridge whom he proposed to mar.
ry ; that his father had written to him
forbidding him to marry a Northern
girl on penalty of utter disinheritance
and banishment from home. He intend-
ed, huwever, to keep faith with his be-
trothed, and, as he must paddle his own
canoe in future, he was looking for em-
ployment.

Mr. Butler engaged Lim at $400 a
year, and gave him certain duties to
perform. Next morning the young man
whose name we might as well say was
John Peca, walked in from Cambridge,
with his dinner packed in a tin pail,
and went stoutly to work. He kept
steadily at this for a year, doing all he
was told to do, and more beside ; for his
comrades, of whom there were more than
sixty, finding him able and willing, set
him at all the menial tasks of the estab-
lishment, until the proprietors discover-
ed and stopped the imposition. At the
close of the year John's salary was iu-
creased $100, and he named an early
day for his wedding. When that day
came Mr. Butler gave him a new suit of
clothes (he presents everybody he takes
a liking to with a tip-top suit once in a
while) and a holiday. Mr. and Mrs,
John Peca went to live with the bnde’s
father and mother, and John continued
to walk in to his business, tin pail in

Pftsmen Who fode i Trom ald - Cai-
bridge to the banks and counting-rooms
of Boston, there was not one whose heart
was lighter or happier than that of John
Peca—a clerk of 500 a year. He was
always on hand when the warehouse was
opened, and stuck by it until it was
closed.

During the sccond year of his ser-
vice he received a letter from his sisters,
who were at school in Brooklyn, asking
him to get leave to make them a short
visit. He did so, and returned to his
duties. Not long afterward another lct-
ter came. His father wanted him to
come home for a few days and bring his
wife along with him. Mr. Butler fur-
nished the necessary funds for a com.
fortable trip to the old home and back
again. During their stay in Maryland
the young people won the love of the old
folks if indeed they ever forfeited it; for
John had not long been back at the
store in Boston when his father desired
him to take charge of one of his plan.
tations. He should have a carriageand
span. His employers hurried him away
and bade him God speed. At the death
of his father, John fell heir to an im.
mense estate. Every year he writes to
Peter Butler, whom he justly thinks one
of the best men in Boston, to come out
and join him in a fox hunt.— Conecord
Manitor.

Sysmparny.—There is every reason to
believe that Foster, the ecar-hook mur-
derer, will escape the penalty of his
crime. Mr. Hamilton Fish, Dr. Tyng,
Governor Dix’s son and daughter-in-law
have all besieged the Governor and per-
secuted him with the most unflinching
perseverance with prayers for the com-
mutation of the criminal’s sentence.—
Even the wife of the murdered man has
added her entreaties, to which may be
added those of the ten surviving jury-
men who tried him. This is all well
enough in its way, and reflects credit up-
on the sympathizing hearts of the peti-
tioners, but it is to be hoped that the
Governor will remain firm. The mur-
der was both unprovoked and brutal.—
There are scores of Fosters in New York
who are ready to laugh the law to scorn,
and who need an example to teach them
that they cannot do so with impumty.
There was not a word of entreaty for the
poor wretch Reynolds who committed a
murder by no means as cruel as that for
which Foster lies under sentence of
death. He was hanged, however, with-
in a few weeks of the perpetration of
his erime, his death having been has-
tened by the utterance of the unbappy,
but now proverbial saying: ‘Hanging
is played outin New York.” New York
cannot afford to indorse that statement
after having hung him to prove it untrue.

The Mason Manufacturing Company
of Springfield, Mass., have lately put a
steam gong upon their new factories that
can be heard thirty miles.




